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NIGHT-TIME SONGS 
Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 
Song 
DROWSYVILLE 


I traveled to a land last night, 

A strange, new place so wondrous bright; 
And in the center of a wood, 

With blinks and nodding head there stood 
Sir Sleepy One, the Mayor he, 

Of Drowsyville, where they took me: 

For, pretty soon I reached the town; 

The houses all were gray and brown, 

And up and down the streets there walked 
The night-gown folk—they never talked, 
But whispered “Sh!’’ and “Sh!” again— 


Those funny little night-gown men! 
And there they nodded sleepily, 

And waved nine star-tipped wands at me; 
Until I felt so sleepy too, 

I didn’t know just what to do. 

And so I lay upon their green, 

Then next I saw their Lady Queen; 
Nine brilliant stars within her crown, 
But her pale dress was plain night-gown. 
Now, of the rest I cannot say, 

For I waked up, and it was day! 


THE CHRISTMAS ANGEL 


PEARL TYER 


== UNTIE MAY sat in a big, deep chair happily 
} embroidering forget-me-nots and humming the 
air which Clarence Edward was playing on 
his violin in the opposite end of the room. 
Rosemary, followed by her schoolmate, Ethe- 
lind, broke in upon the quiet of the room. 

“Here it is, Ethelind,” Rosemary said, 
taking a magazine from the table, ‘‘and here is 
Auntie May herself.” 

Both girls made their way toward Auntie May’s chair, 
who sweetly addressed them, “‘Hello, little ladies.” 

you're making a Christmas present,”” said Ethe- 
lind, admiring the forget-me-nots. 

**Auntie May, I want to show your fancy work book 
. ——: said Rosemary, with the magazine still in her 

ands. 

“We're having such a time to decide upon Christmas 
presents,”’ concluded Ethelind. 

Auntie May looked down upon the two serious faces 
of the little girls who had settled themselves on cushions near 
her chair. When the girls had begun to talk about Christ- 
mas, Clarence Edward started to play softly, 

“O silent night, O holy night—”’ 
and perhaps it was the soft notes of the old strain which led 
Auntie May to say, 

Why don’t you let the Christmas angel decide for 

Ethelind looked up from the book quizzically, but 
Rosemary said, 

“Why yes, of course, that’s the way. Tell Ethelind 
about the Christmas angel, Auntie May.” 

“If Ethelind wants to hear about it.” 


“Why, yes, if Rosemary knows about it, I want to,” 
answered Ethelind a little doubtfully. 


““Every one of us, girlies dear,” began Auntie May, 
“has a Christmas angel which has its home in our soul. This 
beautiful angel will guide us in happy ways all the year if 
we will let it, and at Christmas time it is the angel which 
whispers to us all the lovely thoughts of giving. If we 
follow the gleam of the angel light we will bestow in our 
presents the most blessed gifts within our power.” 

“Oh! give to each one what he wants most?” asked 
Ethelind. 

“*Yes; to each the right gift.” 

“But we never hear the angels talk.” 

“Tell her how to hear, Rosemary.” 

**Just keep still and the most comfortable thought that 
comes is the one to follow,”’ explained the little girl. 

“The happiest thought is the whisper of the Christmas 
angel,” finished Auntie May. 

en Rosemary followed Ethelind into the hall as 

she was leaving, Ethelind said, 

“I don’t believe in those Christmas angels. I believe 
folks like my presents as well as they do yours.” 

““But maybe you followed the angel and didn’t know 
it,”” protested Rosemary. 

“Well, anyway, if there are Christmas angels your 
present to Miss Douglas ought to be perfect.” 

“Oh-h!”’ gasped Rosemary, not knowing what to reply 
to this argument. 

“*And she ought to love it dreadfully.” 

“IT am sure my dear Miss Douglas would love any- 
thing that anyone gave her,” answered Rosemary confidently. 

Miss Douglas was the much-loved school teacher and 
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many of the little girls were greatly engrossed in planning explanation, ““She staid home from skating on the campus 
. pond last night, Miss Douglas to finish it.” 

room, of blue material, for she had heard im the girlish talk — 

Ethelind’s philosophy | 


her Christmas gift. Rosemary had designed a bag for her 
that her room was tinted in blue. 
about her giving brought out even a greater desire to have 

bag complete in detail, and then, as in the general talk 


of Christmas, Ethelind had told the other girls the story of | Now children four, I'll tell you what let’s do. 
Christmas angels whom Rosemary believed in, the little girl | 


sometimes suffered a tinge of worry lest the other girls should . 


not approve of her present. 

When the closing days of school arrived Rosemary said 
to Auntie May, “I don’t want to take dear Miss Douglas’ 
bag to school to her, Auntie May. 
amine it so. I can’t stand their looks. Don’t you suppose 
I might take it over to Miss Douglas’ room this evening?” 

“Dear Rosemary, who loves the Christmas angel, do 
not worry. Just be glad that you have a beautiful present 
for your Miss Douglas and the Christmas angel will smile 
upon you all.” 

So the next day Rosemary, as the other little girls, 


carried her bag to school and at the noon hour when the 


teacher was in another room, slipped up to the desk and 
laid the precious tissue paper package upon it. On the desk 
were two other bags, one of costly silk and braid and the 
other of Japanese needlework which one of the girl’s mother 
had brought from a trip to that country. But even as Rose- 
mary half dubiously skipped to her seat, big Joe Brown 
was searching for a paper on Miss Douglas’ desk and his 
awkward hands upset an ink bottle, filling a corner of the 
dainty tissue paper package with the black stain. 

Down went Rosemary’s head upon her desk and it was 
a long time before she raised it. “What could the Christmas 
angel mean,” she wondered, “‘to allow her lovely bag to be 
spoiled ?”” 

It was a hard afternoon for the little girl and the things 
of the lessons seemed far away. Miss Douglas shielded her 
in recitation, but as school closed she remained in her seat 
to add the final touches to a paper which seemed of intermi- 
nable length. As the sad little figure passed into the cloak 
room she caught sight of a boyish form gaily swinging 
through the hall. 

“Oh, Eddie,” she called softly. Clarence Edward 


came over to the cloak room and she drew him into the dim- 


“Oh! just listen,” 
eyes as she found herself in sympathetic company; “‘big Joe 
Brown spilled ink all over one corner of my bag, and she 
has two other beautifuller ones, and I almost wish I had gone 
skating last night and not staid home to finish it, and I 
couldn’t study this afternoon, and Ethelind has gone home 
without me, and it just seemed as though there wasn’t any 
Christmas angel.” 

By this time Rosemary had her'‘head on her brother's 
shoulder and was really crying. A shuffling step ap- 
- proached. — It was big Joe Brown's. The big boy stood 
tg at the little girl crying for some moments before he 


“oy didn’t mean to spill the ke Clar,” he said. “Tell 
your sister I’l] buy her another present.” 

_ “She knows you didn’t mean to, Joe. She'll be all 
right in a minute,"” answered Clarence Edward, stiaighten- 
ing up. 
¥ “Oh, Rosemary, where are you?” called a girl’s voice. 

Aren't you ever going to come?” said Ethelind, running 
into the cloak room. 

With Ethelind’s vivacious voice in the hall the school 
room door opened and Miss Douglas stepped out. 
“Children, ** she said; and then as she saw Rosemary 
in tears, “My dear children, what? Tears? And so near 
as time?” 


. The story was told and- ended with Clarence Eldverd's 


All the girls will. ex- | 


| and see; for a spirit hath not flesh and 


she said, the tears coming to her | 


‘Another way of saying it is, “ 


| of each of us, is developed by use. 
| of everyday life we use this power, it will grow and become 


““Oh, how love has been sewed into the bag!”’ the 
teacher exclaimed, hugging the little girl, ‘‘and the spilling 


| of the ink just brought out more love and made Joe and us 


better acquainted, and after all it’s the love that counts. 
Tonight my 
uncle said he was going to take me to the big skating rink 
on the lake in his automobile. Now I believe that your 
mothers will let you go with me and we'll have the dandiest 
time skating to music and under the lights. Now children 
four, run along and be happy and the auto will call for you 
early this evening.” 

“You're just like a Christmas angel,” said Rosemary, 
as she put her arms around her dear Miss Douglas’ neck and 


kissed her. 
¢ 2 
SUNDAY SCHOOL LESSONS 


BLANCHE SAGE HASELTINE 


LESSON 11, DECEMBER 13 


THE GREAT COMMISSION—Matt. 28:16-20; Luke 24:36-49. 


16. Bat the eleven disciples went into Galilee, unto the mountain 
where Jesus had appointed them. 

17. And when they saw him, they worshipped him; but some 
doubted. 

18. And Jesus came to them and spake unto them, saying, All 
authority hath been given unto me in heaven and on earth. 

19. Go ye therefore, and. make disciples of all the nations, - ~~ 
tizing them into the name of the Father and of the Son and of 
Holy Spirit: 

20. Teaching them to observe all things whatsoever | commanded 
you: and lo, I am with you always, even unto the end of the world. 


36. And as they spake these things, he himself stood in the 


_ midst of them, and saith unto them, Peace be unto you. 


37. But they were terrified and affrighted, and supposed that they 
beheld a spirit. 

38. And he said unto them, Why are ye troubled? and where- 
fore do questionings arise in your heart? 

39. See my hands and my feet, that it is I myself: handle me. 
bones, as ye behold me having. 
\ (fo. And when he had said this, he showed them his hands and 

is 

41. And while they still disbelieved for joy, and wondered, he 
said unto them, Have ye here anything to eat? 

42. And they gave him a piece of broiled fish. 

43. And he took it, and ate before them. 

44. And he said unto them, These are my words which 1 al 
unto you, while | was yet with you, that all things must needs be ful- 
flled, which are written in the law of Moses, and the prophets, and the 
psalms, concerning me. 


45. Then opened he their mind, that they might understand the 


| scriptures; ~~ 


46. And he said unto them, Ties it is written, that the Christ 
should suffer, and rise again from the dead the third day; 
47. And that repentance and remission of sins should be preached 
in his aoe unto all the nations, beginning from Jerusalem. 
. 48. Ye are witnesses of these: things. 
- 49. And behold, I send forth the promise of my Father upon 
a but tarry ye in the cily, until ye be clothed with power from on 


GoLpEN TExT—Lo, | am with you always, even unto 


the end of the world.—Matt. 28:20. 


Although Jesus appeared before his ‘ithe in . the 
body, they could hardly believe their eyes. They os he 
had been crucified and the resurrection seemed almost im- 
possible. But after Jestis had gone among them and eaten 
with them, they could not but believe. 

There are those of us who find it hard to believe that 
all power in heaven and earth is given to the children of God. 
All power is given unto me in 
That. statement is absolutely true. 


mind and in body.’ 


“When shadows thicken around us, we sometimes begin to 


doubt the truth of this statement. Often we become fearful 
and reach-for outer aid. This power which is the birthright 
If in all the problems 


2 
| 
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a part of us. It will soon come to be the natural thing for 
us to depend upon the power within ourselves at al! times. 
This is as it should be, for no other aid is so reliable. It will 
never fail us if we remember to use it continually. If we 
have given entrance to lack thoughts, and have not used the 
Spirit power to keep our minds pure and true, we are apt to 
have trouble. 

Above all things, let us remember that all power ‘is 
given to us in heaven (mind) and in earth (body). Then 
nothing can make us discouraged or afraid. We will de- 
termine to depend upon this inner power. It will be easier 
for us if we remember the golden text, “Lo, I am with you 
always, even unto the end of the world.”” 1 Am we know 
is the great omnipotent Christ Spirit within. It is all wisdom, 


all love, all health, all life and all power, and it is with us 
always. 
LESSON . 12, DECEMBER 20 

THE ASCENSION—Luke 24:50-53; Acts 1:1-I1. 


50. And he led them out until they were over against Bethany: 
and he lifted up his hands, and blessed them. 

51. d it came to pass, while he blessed them, he parted from 
them, and was carried up into heaven. 

52. And they worshipped him, and returned to Jerusalem with 
great joy: 

53. And were continually in the temple, blessing God. 

1. The former treatise | made, O Theophilus, concerning all that 
Jesus began both to do and to teach, 

2. Until the day in which he was received up, after that he had 
given commandment through the Holy Spirit unto the apostles whom 
he had chosen: 

3. To whom he also showed himself alive after his passion by 
many proofs, appearing unto them by the space of forty days, and 
speaking the things concerning the kingdom of : 

4. And, being assembled together with them, he charged them not 
to depart from Jerusalem, but to wait for the promise of the Father, 
which, said he, ye heard from me: 

5. For John indeed baptized with water; but ye shall be baptized 
in the Holy Spirit not many days hence. 

6. They therefore, when they were come together, asked him, 
saying, Lord, dost thou at this time restore the kingdom to Israel? _ 

7. And he said unto them, It is not for you to know times or 
seasons, which the Father hath set within his own authority, 

8. But ye shall receive power, when the Holy Spirit is come 
upon you: and ye shall be my witnesses both in Jerusalem, and in all 
jung and Samaria, and unto.the-uttermost part of the earth. 

And when he had said these things, as they were looking, he 
was a up; and a cloud received him out of their sight. 

10. And while they were looking stedfastly into heaven as he 
went, behold two men stood by them in white appa-el; 

Who also said, Ye men of Galilee, why stand ye looking into 
heaven? this Jesus, who was received up from you into heaven shall so 
come in like manner as ye beheld him going into heaven. 


GoLpEN TEXT—He was taken up, and a cloud re- 
ceived him out of their sight—Acts 1:9. 

The story of the ascension of Jesus is full of Send 
for us. When we have learned to listen and be guided by 
the voice within; when we realize our oneness with God, and 
have learned to control the thoughts of our minds, we, too, 
will be “taken up.”” That is, we will be lifted up on a 
higher plane where there is clearness and purity and life; 


where the shadows cannot gather, and where love and wis-- 


dom reign. This place is within us, and we can all become 
established in it if we will. The kingdom of heaven is within 
us. It remains for us to reach it by following the guidance of 
the Christ Spirit. 


LESSON 13, DECEMBER 27 
REVIEW—JESUS THE WORLD'S SAVIOR AND KING. 


GoLpEN TEXxtT—Far be it from me to glory, save in 
the cross of our Lord Jesus Christ—Gal. 6:14. 

The lessons of the past quarter have dealt mostly with 
the crucifixion and resurrection of our Lord. They are, each 
of them, full of thoughts which we can apply to our own 
lives. Within each of us there should be a crucifixion of 
false ideas, a resurrection and an ascension. When these 
things have occurred within us, we will “‘dwell in the house of 
the Lord forever.” 


LESSON |, JANUARY 3, 1915 
GOD'S PATIENCE WITH ISRAEL—Judges 2:7-19. 


7. And the people served Jehovah all the days of Joshua, and all 
the days of the elders that outlived Joshua, who had seen all the great 
work of Jehovah that he had wrought for Israel. 

8. And Joshua the son of Nun, the servant of Jehovah, died, 
being a hundred and ten years old. 

9. And they buried him in the border of his inheritance in Tim- 
nath-heres,+in the hill-country of Ephraim, on the north of the moun- 
tain of Gaash. 

10. And also all that generation were gathered unto their fathers: 
and there-arose another generation after them, that knew not Jehovah, 
nor yet the work which he had wrought for Israel. 

11. And the children of Israel did that which was evil in the 
sight of Jehovah, and served the Baalim: 

12. And they forsook Jehovah, the God of their father, who 
brought them out of the land of Egypt, and followed other gods, of the 
gods of the peoples that were round about them, and bowed themselves 
down unto them: and they provoked Jehovah to anger. 

13. And they forsook Jehovah, and served Baal and the 
Ashtaroth. 

14. And the anger of Jehovah was kindled against Israel, and he 
delivered them into the hands of spoilers that despoiled them; and he 
sold them into the hands of their enemies round about, so that they 
could not any longer stand before their enemies. 

15. Whithersoever they went out, the hand of Jehovah was 
against them for evil, as Jehovah had spoken, and as Jehovah had 
sworn unto them: and they were sore distressed. 

16. And Jehovah raised up judges, who saved them out of the 
hand of those that despoiled them. 

17. And yet they hearkened not unto their judges; for der 
played the harlot after other gods, and bowed themselves down unto 
them: they turned aside quickly out of the way wherein their fathers 
walked, obeying the commandments of Jehovah; but they did. not so. 

18. And when Jehovah raised them up judges, then Jehovah was 
with the judge, and saved them out of the hand of their enemies all the 
days of the tg for it repented Jehovah because of their groaning by 
reason of them that oppressed them and vexed them. 

But it came to pass, when the judge was dead, that they 


turned back, and dealt more corruptly than their fathers, in following: 
other gods to serve them, and to bow down unto them; they ceased not 


from their doings, nor from their stubborn way. 


GoLpDEN TEXT—/ will heal their backsliding, will 
love them freely.—Hosea 14:4. 


When the Israelites followed Jehovah, they lived hap- 


pily and in peace. However, the generations which followed 
Joshua and Nun, forgot Jehovah and worshiped strange 
gods. They forgot the Lord of their fathers, who had 
brought them out of Egypt, and they bowed down to Baal. 
Then their happy, peaceful day ended and they were at the 
mercy of their enemies. Evils of all kinds came upon them, 
and they were much distressed. Then Jehovah sent judges 
to bring them back to the right way. But the Israelites 
would not listen to the judges sent unto them. They went 
on in their own stubborn way. 

We, too, must follow the Christ if we would be happy 
and peaceful. Egypt means darkness. From the darkness 
of unreality the Christ Spirit will bring us into the light of 
truth and life. We must never forsake the voice within, but 
follow its guidance always. If we fail to listen we will 
wander into shadows and lack. Like the Israelites, we may 


drift. into the worship of false gods. We will profit ‘Mo 
ost 


example of Israel, and listen always to the voice of the 


High and follow the way of Truth. 


WISDOM 


Roya, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest cor- 
ners of the world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no 
evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request ad- 
dressed to the Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy 
Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—A\ll reports must be in by the fifteenth of the 
month before the date of issue. 

* 


a HANKSGIVING is over, and in a few more 
days Christmas will have come. The Unity 
Boosters are planning a great big time here in 
Kansas City. You know, every year they 
have a Christmas tree and it is all hung with 
stockings for everyone, and in the stockings are 
Nagy candy and all sorts of goodies. The Boosters also 
spend their time getting up nice things to bring joy to the 
hearts of many children and grown-ups. 

Did you ever know how Christmas happened to be? 
There has been a Christmas ever since we have history. It 
is the time of year when the sun begins to come back north 
to warm the earth again after its winter’s absence. Jesus 


came as a great gift to the world, and so the Christians, 


when they celebrate the holiday, give thanks for the great 
gift which God gave to man when Jesus Christ came. To 
represent this spirit of love, we give each other presents. 
Christmas represents the birth of a new life; the warm life 
of kindness and joy. Let’s all remember this when we sit 
about the Christmas tree. 

Not many of the clubs have reports this month. What 
is the matter? Don’t you like WispDom in her new garb or 
have you just forgotten to send in a report? Every club 
should be active just now thinking up nice things for other 
children. Every club member should send Wispom to his 
friends for a Christmas present. 

The California Boosters are active. Lucile is making 
the report this month. 

Los Angeles, Cal. 


Dear WispomMm—We are getting to be quite an active | 


club. Last meeting was held at President Josephine’s home. 
She also gave a Halloween party for some children. As 
each member now takes WisDoM, they would all like a 
monkey pin. Our next meeting is to be held at either Irene 
or Agnes’ home, likely the former. I am at boarding-school 
now, so I haven’t much time. As ever 
CALIFORNIA Boosters, Lucile Mead, Sec. 
The Truth Seekers seem to be doing things in a very 
live sort of manner. Irene has a nice report for us. 
St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Booster-——A happy Thanksgiving to you one 
and all. Our Sunday School is going to give a Thanksgiving 
entertainment on Thanksgiving evening, and wish all the 
Boosters could be with us. The object of the entertainment 
is to show what true thanksgiving means, and it certainly will 
be very nice. All of the Truth Seekers are taking part in 
the entertainment. Our Booster library is now ready and 
everyone is enthused over it. We have sent away for some 


books, but they have not as yet arrived, and all the books 


that we have, were donated to us. “The Joy of Living is 
in the Giving” is certainly expressing in all our friends, for 
we now have over twenty books which: have been donated. 
In our next letter or rather report we will tell you all about 
our Thanksgiving entertainment. Lovingly, 
THE TRUTH SEEKERS, /rene Bonacker, Sec. 

Don’t you all like the idea of the Booster library? I 
think that it is fine and believe that you all would be inter- 
ested in having Irene tell just how the Boosters went about 


it. Can you tell us, Irene? 


LeRoy writes us a greeting from away off in Alaska. 
Petersburg, Alaska. 
Dear Boosters—I got my WisDoM today. I like it 
and mamma says we can have it in Sunday School tomorrow. 
Richard Floyd and I like the Booster pins. I am going to 
try to get that baby Wisdom. I am sending you fifty cents. 
I saved it myself and did not buy candy with it, and please 
send me that many (November) Wispoms. I want to send 


LeRoy and Richard Floyd Brennan and a playmate 
some to Montana—I lived there once at Gardiner by the 
Yellowstone Park. I want them to see our letter and maybe 
they will subscribe too, and get a letter in Booster. - I gave 
my magazines to the children last Sunday—all Thad. I am 
going to be a good boy. Mamma says “I can and I will.” 
Mamma is writing this letter for me, but I am telling her 
what to say. With love, 

LeRoy Brennan, by Edna Brennan, his mamma. 


The West Branch I. H. S. Club is now getting along 
fine. The disturbing element has withdrawn and everybody 
is happy. It is a wonderful fact that disturbers never hurt 
anyone really but themselves. Every word and act which 
goes forth from you comes back twice as hard as you send 
it out. If you send out love and kindness, love and kind- 
ness come back; if you send out disagreeable words and 
hate, you reap the same from everyone you meet. Here is 


the club's report. West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Mr. Royal—We are glad that you are back 

home again, but wish that you could have stopped here 

for a visit with us. Hope Winslow has been up here 
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for a visit. We couldn’t have the last meeting on the club’s 
regular day so we had it last Friday and had a splendid time. 
Mother and I went down and spoke the Word of Truth for 
a sick lady that the doctors thought couldn’t live, and she 
began to get well right off. So now her three children belong 
to the club, and we think another girl is going to join. After 
the club meeting was over we had a fine supper, and the 
dessert was red and yellow, Booster colors, served with 
whipped cream. Mother told us that as red and yellow 
stood for love and wisdom, so white stood for purity and 
truth, and that for each mouthful we ate we must try to 
shine forth more love and wisdom, purity and truth. After 
that we went out with jack-o’-lanterns and had a good time. 
Mother said that Boosters stood for the kind of fun that 
wasn’t unkind or made work for people or damaged prop- 
erty, so we didn’t do any of the things that most children do 
on Halloween, and everybody seemed to like to have us 
come to their houses. That other member has not come back 
to the club yet, and we were sorry that he missed the fine 
supper and good time. Good-bye. 
I. H. S. Cus, Ernest P. Balizell, Sec. 

The Boosters in West Branch seem to be having a fine 
time. I wish that I could visit them and join with them in 
their celebration. 


Mildred is sending a dollar for the new -building. | 


Here is her letter. 
Cleveland, Ohio. 
Dear Friends—I love WisDoM and want God to make 
it grow big enough so that all the little girls and boys may 
know about him and learn how to keep well and be happy. 
Or, like Pollyanna, “‘just live and be glad.” This dollar 
is for the new building. Some day I am going to Kansas 
City to see it and all the dear people who work there to 
help others along the right way. I was nine years old the 
18th of last March and am well and happy all the time. 
Lovingly, Mildred Ruskin. 
Clifton is going to start a Booster club in Jamaica 
Plain, Mass. Clifton, in another letter, asked about some 
pins. The pins cannot be had just now, but we shall have 
some more soon to send to every Booster who sends in a new 


Wisdom. Jamaica Plain, Mass. 

Dear WispomM—lI am trying to start a Booster Club. 
I have got a bank and have six cents in it already. I began 
Sunday, October 4th. My brother gave me five cents Sun- 
day and one cent Monday. I have got a book which I have 
rules in. The rules are not very good, and will you please 
send me some. I will be very much pleased if you do. One 
of my rules is to have one dollar for Unity fund, to be clean 
and true, and there are others. My sister and I meet every 
Friday, Saturday and Sunday. We have a sort of a little 
meeting. Clifton Saunders. 

Remember, dears, that Christmas is the time to show 
your gratitude to God for the good gifts which he has given 
you. You do this by finding things to do for others. The 
true Christmas gift must carry with it the spirit of love. 
Christmas gifts are not just things to keep others from feeling 
slighted, but they are wrapped in the spirit of joyful love. 

+ 
SPECIAL SUBSCRIPTION OFFER 

Three WisDom subscriptions will now be entered for 
$1.00. This offer affords every WISDOM reader an excel- 
lent opportunity to interest playmates and friends. You can 
renew your own subscription for another year and send Wi1s- 
DOM to two of your friends for $1.00; or you can send 
Wispom to three friends for $1.00 if your own subscrip- 
tion is already paid a long time in advance. 


CHRISTMAS SECRETS 
EmMaA H. TEEL 


I know so many good things, 
I’m almost ‘fraid to speak; 

When. one’s so full of secrets 
They’re very apt to leak. 


You know I’m helping Santa 
To trim the Christmas tree, 
So these lovely things I’m making 
I cannot let you see. 


Now, don’t you hint to grandma— 
*Twould be just awful mean 
To tell I'd made her sumpin’ 
To keep her glasses clean. 


STENT 


This silky thing’s for mamma 
To hold her work, but—vwell, 

You need not think for a minute 
That I am going to tell. 


And there is brother Charley, 
I really don’t suppose, 

When he gets my Christmas present, 
He'll forget to wipe his nose. 


I’ve the prettiest glass thing, 
That’s round just like a ball, 

For my little baby brother— 
No, I never told at all. 


Yes, I’m just full of secrets, 
More’n I can really hold; 

I hope you haven’t guessed them, 
’N I know I haven’t told. 


From a small boy’s essay on Longfellow: “Henry 
W. Longfellow was born in Portland, Maine, while his 


parents were traveling in Europe. He had many fast 
friends, among whom the fastest were Phoebe and Alice 


Cary.” 
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Do you want to have WIsDoM wear a better dress? 
Then let’s all boost. 
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NED AND DOT’S SANTA CLAUS 


GERTRUDE Davis Napic 
=a" ED and Dot believed that their grandpa was 


N Santa Claus, and so every year near Christmas 
time, they told him some of the things they 
to receive. 

It made them very happy to fancy their 
dear grandpa as Santa Claus, and grandpa 
himself enjoyed it as well as the Santa Claus 
you read so much about. 

Ned and Dot lived in a country village, near where the 
Christmas trees grew; and their grandpa used to go out into 
his pasture every year, a day or two before Christmas, and 
hunt for the prettiest-shaped, little fir he could find—you 
see he is a very particular Santa Claus. 

The night before Christmas Ned and Dot retired very 
early, and'very early Christmas morning were awake. They 
dressed quickly, untied their bulging stockings from the bed 
posts and with all the members of the family, who from 
previous years knew it was worth while to be on hand 
Christmas morning, they marched to the parlor. When the 
door opened the little children would exclaim with delight 
at the beautiful fir tree prettily lighted with little candles, 
sparkling decorations and loaded with presents. Santa 
Claus read the names. Ned and Dot distributed the gifts. 

At the base of the tree about a foot from the floor was 
a broad board shelf covered with oilcloth, on which was 
arranged a moss green park; around the tree and through 
the park under a tunnel past the pretty sandpaper church 
with its stained glass windows (made of colored tissue 
paper), rushed the passenger train, stopping at the station to 
unload several small doll ladies, who were Dot’s company 
and who spent most of their time sitting in the shade of the 
park trees, excepting when Dot served them luncheon on a 
little new table which was placed on the moss green lawn near 
her tiny playhouse, but the doll ladies enjoyed sitting in the 
park watching the toy soldiers who stood on guard outside 
the church 

The homemade car-barns were a delight to Ned, as 
were the railroad gates which were placed at the grade cross- 
ing. The delivery boy sitting on a high seat of the little red 
wagon was obliged to stop his black horse many times to 
wait for the train to pass. Sometimes there was a wreck; 
once an auto and train collided, but Ned was a good 
manager and soon everything was going smooth once more. 

One year, instead of the railroad, there was a canal 
nearly full of water on which little toy boats with lighted 
candles place on each bow went sailing around underneath 
the branches of the tree and through the park. Ned and 
Dot stood at this shelf and played by the hour, all through 
Christmas vacation. Grandpa Santa Claus came in some- 
times and watched them play. Sometimes little Dot would 
stop her play and climb on grandpa’s knee; her big blue 
eyes would look strangely wise, as she would say, “You 
are Ned’s and my Santa Claus,- are you not, grandpa?” 
And grandpa would hug her close as he said, ““Yes.”” 


¥ ¥ 


Wispom finds comfort in the assurance of her little 
friends that they intend to love and welcome her visits just 
the same as when she came in her handsome dress. One 
Booster writers, “I like you, anyway, Miss Wispom, even 
in your Calico dress, and am going to boost for you hard as 
ever I can, till there’s enough of. us to boost you back into 
your pretty clothes.” 


Now, doesn’t that sound like loyalty and business? 


We trust you'll succeed, dear girlie. 


.and the other thing was to benefit her. 


CHARACTER AND COMPANIONS—ELEANOR 


ELIZABETH PETTINGER, Oswego, Oregon 
Chapter 1V 

|OUR earnest faces bent over needle work, too _ 
much engaged to be conscious of the delicious- 
ness of playful little salt breezes that flapped 
the porch awnings as if trying to attract atten- 
tion. On the beach, below the cottage, clam 
diggers worked while the tide was out, flocks 
of gulls skimmed the blue-gray bosom of the 
sleeping sea or perched an instant on the crest 
of breakers, rocking lazily with the tide. Two vessels, wings 
outspread, were moving off to the south, while the black 
smoke line against the horizon told of some steamer, west- 
ward bound for Oriental ports. 

If the four girls were conscious of the loveliness of the 
morning they gave no sign—it might have been raining 
“‘pitch-forks’’ for all they seemed to care! Eleanor, for 
once, had entirely forgotten herself, which fact was more 
in itself than seems at first thought. Never in her life had 
her interests centered themselves on anything outside her own 
circle of desires and interests. She had been born and bred 
with this object in view. Every circumstance and con- 
dition of life had lent itself to the idea of how this and that 
Small wonder she 
had become an adept in the art of selfishness, and it is to 
her credit that after sixteen years of such training she could, 
in two short weeks, actually become so absorbed in a blue 
calico shirt for some little boy whom she had never seen 
that she forgot herself in her work. She had even forgotten 
to wonder how she could find so much pleasure in doing for 
other people, and her anxious thoughts were entirely upon 
the odd looking object, resembling a tiny fighting porcupine, 
but which in reality was her first button-hole. It did not 
look natural, something was lacking, and she viewed it 
lengthwise, sidewise and, finally, turned it over. Here it 
resembled a brush-heap more than a porcupine and her dis- 
satisfaction grew until with careful fingers she removed all 
the stitches. 

“June, my button-hole doesn’t look like anything in the 
heavens above or the earth beneath! Won't you let me sew 
up your seams while you make my button-holes >?” 

“T will not!” replied June with good-natured emphasis. 
“*You’'ll have to learn to make button-holes sometime in your 
life, and you might’s well practice on Tommy’s shirt—I 
don’t krow anyone who'd care less how they looked than 
he! - Here let me show you, but remember, button-holes are 
merely a matter of practice and patience.” 

Again there was silence until Jane sighed: ‘Oh, 
dear! this collar looks like the mischief! Alice, just look! 
the corner hits this shoulder seam instead of coming clear 
around in front! Whatever will I do?” 

“‘Look at your pattern—you’ve forgotten the tuck in 
the back,” replied Alice, not offering to take the garment 
from Jane. ~ 

“Oh, won't you fix it for me? I just can’t!” Jane 
reached out the shirt she was making, but Alice did not raise 
here eyes from her own sewing. 

“Take the tape and measure the width of the tuck 


according to the directions on your pattern—it’s very 


simple.” Alice's serenity was almost exasperating and she 


. was not as much of a favorite as ~ sister June. 


So the morning passed and four shirts were finished by 
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the time Mrs. Norton brought their lunch of dainty sand- 
wiches and steaming cups of chocolate on the porch where 
they laughed and talked as only friends can do. No 
thought of manners, clothes or etiquette entered into this 
simple repast. All ate heartily, enjoyed their food, passed 
back their cups and replenished the sandwich plate, yet all 
was done with natural refinement, evidence of good breeding. 
Each took part in the conversation from no other motive 
than that of interest, not being fearful of talking too much 
or too little. Mrs. Norton smiled across at Eleanor more 
than once, and her smile meant approval at the little girl’ s 
adaptability, at her improvement. 

June and Eleanor walked home with Jane after lunch- 
eon and were welcomed into the magnificent summer home 
of the “rich Spencers,” and it must be confessed that the 


elegance and artistic value of the big seaside “cottage” . 


rather awed the self-conscious Eleanor for a short time. 
Presently she became interested in things, not for what they 
stood but for what they were, and Jane’s simplicity and 
genuine friendliness soon dispelled Eleanor’s discomfort. 

Mrs. Norton and Alice had watched the three girls 
cross the bluff toward the Spencer cottage and Mrs. Norton 
remarked: 

**After all, I believe the only real education that comes 
to us is by means of companionship. We can preach and 
talk and explain, but actual association with the right kind 
of people does more than all other teaching put together. 
Take those three girls, for instance; Jane is teaching Eleanor 
that money and position have very little to do with being 
popular and bright. Eleanor is giving Jane valuable les- 
sons in willingness to be taught useful occupation, openness 
of mind, a desire to improve every opportunuity, while both 


young girls are demonstrating to June the necessity of real 


rather than superficial knowledge. Before she can teach 
them she must first know, she must be sure of her own knowl- 
edge.”’ Then turning full upon Alice she continued, “And 
you, my daughter, can learn many lessons from those three 
girls in keeping young, happy— in simple things—the fool- 
ishness of growing too old for your years.’’ Then in a re- 


flective tone, ‘“We all learn from one another, and it is this _ 


learning through companionship that forms our character.” 
(To be continued.) 
¥ 
JAMIE’S THOUGHT GARDEN AND HOW 
HE MADE IT 


Chapter IV 


LITTLE boy in a soiled white sweater and 
pair of padded knickerbockers crawled through 
the fence into Uncle Max’s garden about five 
o'clock one August afternoon. There was a 
gate only a few feet away, but when a boy has 
been playing baseball and is still thinking of 
the last home run he prefers a fence to a gate, 
even if it is no nearer. 

““How’s the game, captain?” called Uncle Max, as 
he caught sight of a scarlet face between the boards. 

Jamie scrambled to his feet and strutted around the 
phlox bed with very much the air of a proud little red 
turkey cock. 

“Oh, we beat ‘em, thirty-nine to ‘leven. Didn't you 
hear the fellows yell? Theirs i is a pretty bum team since 
Leslie Barnes came over to ours.” 

“How did Leslie happen to flop? He's an Oak 
Street boy, isn’t he?” 

“*Y-e-s,"” admitted Jamie, “but you see he was catcher 
and he needed a mask, and | said I’d buy one if I had a 
real good catcher, and—and—so he flopped.” é 

Uncle Max gave a queer little whistle as he snipped 
off another spray of sweet peas. 
“‘Rather bad business for your owe ara he 
said over his shoulder. . 


Jamie looked troubled. ‘“‘Is it a weed?’ he asked 
anxiously. 

“Well, grown-up people call that sort of thing ‘graft.’ 
It means paying a person to do something he ought not to 
do. If Leslie had thought he belonged in your team he'd 
have come without the mask, wouldn’t he? Yes, I think 
that’s a weed, surely; smartwood, perhaps, because it made 
several people uncomfortable. The Oak Street team is 
‘bum’ since Leslie left, hey? And yours was a cracker- 
jack before, wasn’t it? Maybe pig-weed would be the 
right name. What do you think about it?” 

Jamie looked distressed, and Uncle Max was sorry 
for him. They sat down under the apple tree to talk it over 
together. ; 

“It was piggish not to think about their side,” consid- 
ered Jamie sorrowfully, ‘‘and it made them all mad at Leslie 
and me both.” 

“There are generally some cockles that stick fast,” 
agreed Uncle Max, “when weeds get to growing in one’s 
thought garden.” 

“Can't I get them off>’’ pleaded Jamie. ‘“‘I didn’t 
‘tend to be selfish and mean. I just wanted to make our 
team the best there is, so the fellows would know I’m a good 
captain.” 

Uncle Max smiled down understandingly as he looked 


at the sober, sunburned face with the flaxen wisps above it. 


“You aren’t the first chap who has gone at a thing the 
wrong way. Even your old uncle, who ought to know 
better, makes blunders about things that he wants very much, 
so what can we expect of a little knee-high lad in a sweater 


‘ and a torn hat like a raggedy man? You wanted popular- 


ity among the boys, so you tried to plant it. But, Jamie, 


_that sort of thing—being liked by other people—is a self- 


sown flower, like goldenrod, and it doesn’t belong in a 
thought garden among the finer, more fragrant flowers. 
The place for that is out in the field—in one’s life, you 
know—and not in one’s heart, where one must keep think- 
ing about it. The less you think about other people liking 
you the better; let that take care of itself, as the goldenrod 
does. It’s a good thing, though, to cultivate a liking for 
other people. Unless I’m mistaken, a certain basball captain 
was given that honor because he had sunny-hearted daisies 
of friendliness in his thought garden, and not because he had 
pocket-money to buy a mask.” 


“Oh, I know what I'll do,” said Jamie firmly. “I'll 
tell Leslie he can keep the mask to catch for the Oak Street 


team. That'll make some kind of a nice posy, won't it?” 


“Sure thing.- That'll be a regular sunflower; a "bout 
face toward the right. It will help your sweet peas along 
too. See how those over yonder climb and cling and lift 
their butterfly blossoms. Thought garden sweet peas come 
from doing the thing that is honorable and right every time; 
‘keeping pure ideals’ would be a grown-up way of saying it, 
but it just means learning to think whether an act is right 
or not. .If you had stopped to. think before you bribed 
Leslie we wouldn’t have had this pig-weed to pull up 
tonight.”” 

“Miss Fay came by and watched us play,” Jamie 
broke in. “Say, I haven’t taken her any flowers since 
school was out, and she must want some. I'd like to give 
hear a whole big bunch of sweet peas—pink and white 
ones, like her cheeks looked today.” 

Uncle Max shrugged his broad shoulders. ‘Do so, 
by all means, if you dare, old fellow. A bigger man than 
you was snubbed for trying that very thing, but you may have 
better luck. Miss Fay seems to fancy your style of love 
pinks, I notice.” 

Be? Il take them right after dinner,” said Jamie, getting 
up. “Did you smell raspberry . pie this afternoon? . Mrs. 
me two pieces. 

. (To be continued.) 


7 

j 

| | 

| | 

| 

| 

| | 

| 

| 

| 


WISDOM 


A GIFT THAT WILL PLEASE AND 
A FRIEND 


Ww not give your friends presents 
that will help.them to be joyful 
and happy now and the whole year of 
1915> Gifts that have the power to 
bring such great blessings into our lives 
are surely the only gifts that are worth 
while. If you should give WISDOM 
Magazine to your friends as Christmas 
presents you would be placing in their 
hands gifts that they will appreciate, for 
WISDOM will visit them all next year 
with her delightful stories and poems, 
and they cannot help receiving much joy 
from reading it. We shall send you a 
Holiday remembrance—which is our 
Statuette—if you send WISDOM to 
three friends this Christmas. We will 
also mail beautiful Holiday Greetings to 
your friends, giving your name as sender 
of the subscriptions. 


A charming Statuette is offered you 
free if you send WISDOM Magazine to 
three friends. 

This is a picture 
of the Statuette 
that we will send 
you. The size of 
the image is four 
by six and one- 
half inches. It 
has been modeled 
in plaster of Paris, 
and is an excel- 
lent piece of work. 
The artist who 
designed the Stat- 
uette is a famous 
Norwegian scu!p- 
tor. He has pro- 
duced in this 
image the likeness 
of a perfect child, 

representing Wis- 

dom supported by 

m the hand of 
Truth. . 

The three gift subscriptions will cost 
you 50 cents each. 

Send us the names of your friends 


soon, that we may send the Greeting in 
time for Christmas. 
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Gift Edition De Luxe of 
WEE WISDOM’S WAY 


MYRTLE FILLMORE’S BEAUTIFUL BOOK 


[? IS a pleasure to announce that a new 

revised edition of this charmingly told 
Truth story has been brought out by the 
Unity Press. 


“Wee Wisdom’s Way” is an exquisite 
Christmas offering. It contains more 
than one hundred pages, printed in beau- 
tiful, clear type on Universal Book paper 
of special finish. The cover design in 
two colors, with the excellent binding, 
makes the book a most charming gift. 


The illustrations of “Wee Wisdom’s 
Way” are noteworthy features. They 
are the work of an artist who has felt 
the power and inspiration of this extra- 
ordinary message. . 


The author has also enhanced the 
value of the book by a thorough revision 
and the addition of four chapters which 
carry the story to a more perfect com- 
: pletion. “Wee Wisdom’s Way” is a 
true story of the effects of Truth’s teach- 
ing and should be read by grown folks 
as well as by children, for it teaches won- 
derful lessons of lealing and faith. 


All lovers of good, artistic books will 
be delighted with the new “Wee Wis- 
dom’s Way.” Price $1.50. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY | 
(Publishing Department) 


913-25 Tracy Avenue, Kaneas City, - 
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